370                                 LOTH AIR.

bred an English gentleman, with many hopes and honours,
hi*d renounced his religion, and, it might bo said, his
country, for Rome. And for Rome, to-morrow, Catesby
would die without a paug, and sacrifice himself for Romef
as his race for three hundred years had given, for the same
cause, honour and broad estates and unhesitating lives.
And these very people were influenced by different mo-
tives, and thought they were devoting themselves to oppo-
site ends. But still it was Rome: Republican or Caesarian,
papal or pagan, it still was Rome.

Was it a breeze in a breezeless night that was sighing
amid these ruins ? A pine tree moved its head on a
broken arch, and there was a stir among the plants that
hung on the ancient walls. It was a breeze in a breezeless
night that was sighing amid the ruins.

There was a tall crag of ancient building contiguous to
the block on which Lothair was seated, and which on his
arrival he had noted, although, long lost in reverie, he had
not recently turned his glance in that direction. Ho wits
roused from that reverie by the indefinite sense of some
change having occurred which often disturbs and termi-
nates one's brooding thoughts. And looking round, he
felt, he saw, he was no longer alone. The moonbeams fell
upon a figure that was observing him from the crag of ruin
that was near, and as the light clustered and gathered round
the form, it became every moment more definite and distinct.

Lothair would have sprung forward, but he could only
extend his arms : he would have spoken, but his tongue
was paralysed.

4 Lothair,' said a deep, sweet voice that never could be
forgotten.

41 am here/ he at last replied.

4 Remember!' and she threw upon him that glance, at
once serene and solemn, that had been her last, and was
impressed indelibly upon his heart of hearts.